XXV
TARRAGONA
IT is through a country very like Provence that you
come to Tarragona from Valencia or Zaragoza;
and beautiful as it is in its sweet, soft, southern loveliness,
how much less strong it seems than those arid deserts of
Castile with their great and stern beauty, melancholy and
forsaken, that now, when we have left them for ever, we
begin to long for and to regret
Tarragona is set on a high hill, some eight hundred
feet above the sea, that sweeps away to the east and west
in a series of little bays and capes bastioned with huge
boulders, A desolate place enough, you think, as you
look about you at the station, not far from the harbour
guarded from the waves by a long curved mole where the
fishermen spread their nets in the wind, and the spray
leaps up for joy in the sunshine. But Tarragona herself
on her high hill, crowned by the cathedral, is one of the
oldest and most beautiful cities in Spain, a golden city
with walls all of gold, a cathedral of gold and towers that
are redder than the sunset, while all before her shines
the sea, and far away behind her rises a wild country of
heather where, hedged off from the world by little stone
walls or hedges of agaves, gardens and vineyards smile
here and there, not far from the city; little pleasant
places that are lost at last in that vast, dark country that
stretches away over plain and valley where a great Roman
aqueduct, all of gold too, still stands, a very precious
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